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The Tragedy ■ - ' 

Sutwbere to morrow ? well all is one for that i 
Who hath defcried the number of the foe ; 

Nor. Six or leuenthoufandis their gteateft numberj . 

King.W hy , our battalion trebles that account, 
Befides^th©^ Kings name is a Tower of ftrengehj • 

W hieh they ypon the aduerfe party want:" 

V p with my 1 ent there, valiant Gentlemen* 

Let vsiurney the vantage of the held. 

Call for feme men of found direiHon,- < 

Lets want no di!cipline,make no delay. 

For Lords to morrow is a bufie day. Exeunt » 

Enter -R ichard with the Lords . 

Rich. The weary Sunnehath made a golden fear, Je/ ( 
And by the bright tracke ofhis fiery Garre, 

Giues fignall of a goodly day* to morrow, 

W here is Sir William Brandon , he fhall beare my ftanderd,' 
The Earle of Pembrooke keepe his regiment, 

Good Captaine Blunt, beare my good night td him, 

A nd by the fecond houre ia the morning * n 
Defire the Earle to fee me in my Tent. 

Yet one thing more , good Blunt before thou goefiv 
Where is Lord Stanley quatterd, doeft thou know ? 

Blunt . Vnleffe I haue miilaine his colours much. 

Which well I amaflurd 5 I haue not done^. 

His regiment liethhalfe a mileatleafl, • 

South from the mighty power of the King. 

Rjf h. Ifwithoucpcrrillit bepoflible, 

Good Captaine Blunt beare my good night to him,- 
And giue him from me this moll needfull fcrowle. 
Blunt. Vponmy life my Lord , lie vndertakeit* 
'Rich. Farewell. Good Blunt ♦ 

Giue me fome Inke and paperin my Tent; 

He draw the forme and modle of our battel]. 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And part in lull proportion our fmall itrength : 

Come let vsconfultvpon the mprrowes buftneficy 
2n A ourTcnt, the airc is raw and cold* 

Enter KingRichardjNor. Ratchjfe gdaiesby.'- 

King. W.hausaciccke] 
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It is fix of the clocke, full fupper-tim^ 

Kin. I will not fup tonight,giue me fome Inke and Pape* 
what, is my Beauer eafier themt was? 

Ld all my armour layd into my tent v 

Cat. It is my Liege, and alfthmgs are in readinefle, 

Aw" Good Norfolk hie thee to thy charge, 

Vfe carefull watch, chufe trufly Centiriell, 

A T or . 1 goe my Lord* ;< 

. if/8.Stur-with the Larke to morrow gentle A orfolkf* 
Nor. I warrant you my Lord, 

Kin. Cates by. 
lUr.My Lord. 

Kin. Send outaPurfeuantat armes 
To Stanleys regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before Sumrifing, lead his fonne George fall 
Into the blind caue of eternall night. 

Fill me a boule of Wine, giue mea watch,. 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow , 

Looke that my ftaues be found and not too heauy Ratcliff* 

K,n. Saweft thou the melancholly t. Northumberland i 
RauThomas the Earle of ^ urrey, andhimfelfe^ 

Much like Cockfhut time, from troupe to troupe 
Went through the army chering vp the fouldiers® 

Kin. So 1 am fatisfied, giue me a boule of W ine, 

I haue not that alacrity of Ipirit, 

Nor eleare of mind that I was wont to haue : 

Set it downe,is Inke and T>aper ready? 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

Kin. Bid my guard watch,leauc me, 

Ratchfe about the midft of nightcometo my tent 
And heJpe to arme me,leaueme I lay. Exit 

EnterDarby toRichmond in his tent. 

Bar. Fortune and vi$ory fit on thy heltr.e. 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night can aford, 

Be to thy perfon noble father in law, K . 

Tell me how fares our noble mother ? ‘ * urm ruj 

^ Bar. 1 by atturney blefle thee from thy mother, 

Who prayes continually for Kfchmoruls good, 
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